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DROPKICK MURPHYS 
The Meanest of Times 
 

The Dropkick Murphys are 

one of the most distinctly 
provincial bands I have 

ever encountered. They 

make no bones about being  

from Boston, integrating 

their home city into their music so thoroughly that 

past albums have included anthems for the Red Sox 

and Bruins.  Yet, the Dropkicks have a flair for mak-

ing the regional transcendent. Their songs, though 

peppered with references to people and places dis-

tinctly Bostonian, could happen in the slums and side 

streets of any major city. 
 

The Meanest of Times continues the Dropkick Mur-

phys' proud tradition of working-class anthems that 

combine punk blister with traditional Irish instrumen-
tation. The band has always found their greatest suc-

cess reworking traditional tunes, and that holds true 

here. While the original songs make an enjoyable use 

of lead singer Al Barrôs snarl and ability to spin tales 

of rough people enduring tough times, the band really 

shines on the tracks ñ(F)Lannigans Ballò and 

ñJohnny, I Hardly Knew Ya,ò which are both tradi-

tional tunes reworked into the Dropkickôs idiom. 
 

The Meanest of Times is another excellent entry in 

Dropkick Murphyôs increasing catalog of albums that 

are equally accessible at barrooms and Irish folk festi-

vals. 

-Nate Campbell 

INTO THE WILD 
Sean Penn Director 
 

Into the Wild is the film adap-

tation of Jon Krakauerôs non-
fiction book by the same title. 

Apparently, Sean Penn read 

the book a number of years 

ago and it stuck with him so 

much that years later he sat 

down to write the screenplay 

and didnôt even need to re-read 

the book. 
 

This is the story of Chris 

McCandless, a disaffected 

young man who eventually 

destroys his identity and sets out to experience life as never 

before. Chrisôs family seem to have the American dream in 

hand: they have quite a bit of money, a seemingly loving 
relationship, and a son who could be on his way to Harvard 

law school. Thereôs one problemðChris doesnôt want any of 

that. He cuts up his credit cards, burns his social security 

card, and sets out as a trampðAlexander Supertramp, to be 

exact. 
 

The movie does a phenomenal job of chronicling Chrisôs 

journey. Though there are certainly cliché parts to the film 

(Chris talking to an apple about how organic it is, for in-

stance), the film is incredibly self-aware; so, moments after 

Chris calls the apple organic, he makes a face at the camera. 

As we move through the story, we learn more about what 

Chris is doing and why, and we also meet a host of charac-

ters who affect Chris almost as much as he affects them. 
Through these relationships and experiences we see Chris 

move from an alienated individual to someone who is enjoy-

ing life to the fullest.  
 

Although tragic, the film also shows Chris as heroic. It may 

seem at first glance that Chrisôs struggle is merely anger or 

rebellion, but fortunately this isnôt the case. After the modern 

notions of truth and happiness surrounding Chris all his life 

had destroyed him enough, he left them, and went into the 

wildðboth physically and metaphorically. Though it may 

seem as if Chris is merely a selfish loner who is attempting 

to escape society, towards the end of the film, Chris is shown 

writing ñhappiness is only real when sharedò in the margin 

of a book. Chris discovered more truth than many of us will 
ever know, and that is what draws me into his story. Chris 

knew more, loved deeper, and experienced more than most 

of our surroundings would let us, and this shows through in 

the film beautifully. 

-Chris Carson 

THE FIERY  
FURNACES 
Widow City 
 

Quirky brother-sister 
duo The Fiery Furnaces 

returns with Widow 

City, their fifth album in 

as many years. Brace 

yourself for The Fiery 

Furnaces. Singer Eleanor Friedberger sounds like a 

Grace Slick throwback, but this is not your parentsô 

Jefferson Airplane. 
 

Widow Cityôs lyrics are excellently ñabstract spe-

cific,ò giving the most idiosyncratic of lyricists, like 

Van Dyke Parks , a run for their money: ñ...the new 

school bus assistant snuck in charge of leaving 

seven sleeping children in their seats, in a trance, 

induced by air-conditioningò (ñMore Automatic 
Husbandò). Lyrics are also laced with Arabic refer-

ences (ñMy Egyptian Grammarò), prone to wry hu-

mor (ñsave a glacier name for my daughterò from 

ñNavy Nurseò) and speak of ambiguous relation-

ships (ñJapanese Slippersò). 
 

Matthew Friedbergerôs music is brashly eclectic, 

restlessly changing about as fast as a ninth graderôs 

relationship status, and is ultimately unique, if not 

innovative. Amidst it all, though, catchiness reigns 

in songs like ñEx-Guruò or ñThe Old Hag is Sleep-

ing.ò 

Unfortunately, Widow City seems a bit too disconnected from 

one track to another to be a landmark album. But it remains an 

odd treasure for anyone strange enough to acquire such a bril-

liantly funky taste in sound or anyone just desperately jaded 

from modern pop radio. The Fiery Furnacesô cryptic style either 
requires rigorous philosophic prodding in order to find truth, or 

the Friedbergers are just as mixed up as their music implies. In 

any case, Widow City is for anyone wishing to listen to some-

thing theyôre not normally hearing in music. 

-Jake Kauffman 
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